


64. T'heTragedy of Othello - 

Now will I queftion Cafsio of Bianca ; 

A hufwifc that by felling her defires, 

Buys herfelfe bread and eloathes .* it is a Creature, 

That dotes on Cafsio : as tis the ftrumpets plague 
To beguile many,and be beguild by one, £»X.Caffio. 

He, when he hearts of her,cannot refrainc 
From the cxccfle oflaughter : here he comes : 

As he fy.all (vE\\q. O thello Ora!) goe mad. 

And his vnbookifh iealoufie mult conifer 
Poore Cafsio t fmiles,geftures,and light behauiour, 

Quite in the wrong.* How doe you nowLciutenant? 

C>t[. The worfer/hat you giue me the addition. 

Whole want eucn kills me. 

lag. Ply Defdemona well,and you arc fure on'c . 

Now ifthis fuite lay in Biancas power. 

How quickly fhould you fpecd. 

Caf. Alas poore Catiue. 

Oth. Looks how he laughes already. 
lag . I ncuer knew a womanloue man fo. 

Caf. Alas poore rogue,I thinke ifaith Hie loiJes me. 

Otb. Now he denyes it faintly, and laughes it out. 
lag. Doc you heare Cafsio} 

Otb. Now he importunes him to tell it on, 

Goe to,wellfaid. 

lag. She giucs it out that you (ball marry her. 

Doc you intend it? 

Caf. Ha,ha,ha. 

Oih. Doe you triumph Roman,doc you triumph ? 

Caf. I marry her? I prechcc beare fome charity to my wit. 

Doc not thinke it fo vnwholefotnc •. ha, ha, ha. 

Oih. So, fo,fo,fo, laugh that wins. 

lag. F aith the cry goes , you fhall marry her, 

Caf. Prcethec lay true. 
lag. I am a very villaine elfe, 

Otb. Ha you Ifor’d me well. 

Caf. This' is the inonkics own giulng out; (he is perfwaded I wil 
marry her, out of her owne leuc and flattery ,oot out ofmy promife. 
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Oih. /<rg» beckons me, now he begins the ftory. 

Caf. She washeereeuennow, (bee haunts me iu euery place, I 
was tother day, talking on the fea banke,with certaine Venetians, and 
thither comes this bauDle,by this hand fhe fals thus about my neck. 

Oth. Crying,OdeareCrf/jr«»,asitwere:hisiefture imports it. 

Caf. So hangs, and lolls, and vseepes vpon me; fo hales,and puls 
me, ha, ha, ha. 

Oth . Now he tells how fhe pluckthim to my Chamber, 

I fee that nofc ofyours,but not that dog I {ball throw’ t to.. 

Caf. Well, I m uft lea ue her company. Enter Bianca. 

lag. Before me,looke where floe comes, 

Tis fuch another ficho; marry a perfum’d one, what doe you meanc 
by this hanting of me. 

Bian. Let the diuel and his dam haunt you, what did you meanc 
by that fame handkercher, you gauemeeeuen now? 1 was a fine 
fooletotakeit; Imufttake outthe whole workc, a likely peece of 
worke, that you Ihculd find it in your chamber, and not know- who 
left it there: this is fome minxes token, and Imufttake out the 
workc; there, giue it the hobby horfc, wherefoeuer you had ic , I’le 
take out no worke on’t. 

Caf. How now my fwcetc Bianca, how now,how now ? 

Oth. By heauen that fhould be my handkercher. 

Bian. An you’ll come to fupper to night, you may , an you will 
not,comc when you arc next prepar’d for. Exit. 

lag. After her, after her. 

Caf. Faith l muft,lbce*ll raile i'theftrccte clfe. 

lag. Will you fup there ? 

Caf. Faith I intend fo. 

% W ell ,1 may chance to fee you, for I Would very faine fpeakc 
with you, 

Caf. Precthce cotne,will you ? 

lag. Goe to,faynomore. Exit Caflio. 

Oth. How (hail 1 murder him I ago f 

Jag. Did you perceiuc,how he laughed at his vice ? 

Oth. O l ago, 

lag. And did you fee the handkercher ? 

Oth. Was that mine? 
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